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PREFACE. 

It is highly creditable to Dr. Goldsmith, that, 
In all his works, he has made genius subservient 
to morality. 

Whatever estimate we form of his prose, or 
dramatic works, his highest fame rests on his 
poetry, which has pleased, and probably ever 
will continue to please, not only readers of a plain 
and humble, but those of the most refined and 
cultivated taste. It is universally agreed that, 
as a poet, there has been no nran since the age of 
Pope, whose writings have attained such excen* 
aive reputation, become so popular among alt 
classes, or been so frequently read and admired, 
and so frequently quoted. Popularity has, by 
tome, been thought an equivocal sign of merit ; 
but the question may be more easily determined 
by inquiring into the nature of that popularity 
which has brought any work into general repu- 
tation. I t\will probably be found that, if the 
popularity which distinguishes an author's wri- 
tings, arises from some fortunate accident, some 
concurrence of circumstances, in which genius 
has little or no share ; if it be promoted by pat- 
ronage or fashion, and still more if excited and 
promoted by the meretricious arts of puffing? 
such popularity, however extensive for a time, 
will gradually decay, and the work find its level 
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among others, to which a place is given in the 
library, rather from courtesy than affection. On 
the contrary, if popularity- arises gradually, if a 
production gains the favor of the public by slow 
degrees, -by the approbation of the judicious, or 
of the lovers of simplicity and nature; if it pleas* 
es by an appeal to the affections, and is corres- 
pondent with the honest and unsophisticated 
feelings of the heart ? if by such means ft becomes 
generally read, and generally admired, it may 
safely be predicted of such a work, that it will 
live as long as the language in which it is writ- 
ten shall be current, and the taste which discov- 
ered its merits shall remain pure. 

Nor can we reckon popularity* although, in 
the opinion of some, the word is degrading, ft 
matter of inferior importance -to a poet. As the 
the business of poetry is to please, the greater the 
number to whom a-poet affords pleasure, the bet- 
ter he has attained the principal object of bis art. 
And, perhaps, it will be found, that the best poets 
in our language have been, at the same tine, x the 
most popular ; not those who have flashed for a 
time with all the brilliancy of fashion, and injudi- 
cious admiration, but those who worked their 
"way, slowly and surely, into the favor of the 
world, and have survived many revolutions of 
fashion and criticism. 

The first of Goldsmith's poems, which procur- 
ed him the reputation of a poet, was the Travel- 
ler, published in 1 765. The outlines, or first 
aketches of this appear to have Jbeen formed du« 
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ring his travels in Europe ; but tbe characters 
Which he has given of some of the nations of En* 
rope, were probably the result of subsequent re- 
flections, and reading, although originally foun- 
ded on what he witnessed while performing bis 
journeys on foot, and mixing with those classes of 
society, which other travellers are apt to over* 
look. Of this poem it ha s been justly said, that tbe 
sentiments are always interesting, and often new ; 
that the imagery is elegant, picturesque, and occa- 
sionally sublime; and the language nervous, high- 
ly finished, and full of harmony*. Dr. Johnson's 
opinion was, that 'since the death of Pope, it 
would not be easy to find any thing equal to the 
Traveller,' and the late celebrated Mr. Fox, de- 
clared it was one of the finest poems in the Eng- 
lish language. 

The same year, he published his pathetic bal- 
lad. The Hermit, which added considerably to 
bis fame, aud recommended him to the patron- 
age of the late Dutchess of Northumberland, It 
is singular, that he had written and sold his nov- 
el, The Vicar of Wakefield, to a bookseller, 
sometime before these poems appeared ; but the 
bookseller had scarcely courage to publish it, 
until their reputation 7 assured him, that the au- 
thor's name was now of importance. According- 
ly the novel, on its appearance, was universally 
read and admired, and is still one of the standard 
books, of that kind, in our language. His lesser 
poems are not without various degrees of merit. 

Tbe Haunch of Venison, and Retaliation, are 
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admirable specimens of that delicate humor in 
which Goldsmith excelled as much when he took 
up his pen, as he fell short of it when in conversa- 
tion. Id the opinion of some critics, Dr. Gold- 
smith's reputation as a poet wanted not the aid of 
The Deserted Village, which they have consid- 
ered as inferior to his Traveller. This opinion, 
however, it we mistake not, has not coincided 
with that of the public at large* If mere popu- 
larity be to decide, The Deserted Village has 
certainly beenoftener printed, and will be found 
oftener in ihe hands of Goldsmith's admirers* 
Perhaps, however, no critic of modern times has 
discriminated I heir respective merits with more 
nicety than Dr. Aikin. 'If,' says this judicious 
critic, 4 we compare these two principal poems of. 
Goldsmith, we may say, that the Traveller is 
formed upon a more regular plan, has a higher 
purpose in view, more abounds in thoughts, aud 
in the expression of moral and philosophical 
ideas. The Deserted Village has more imagery, 
more variety, more pathos, more of the peculiar 
character of poetry. In the first, the moral and 
natural descriptions are more general and eleva- 
ted : in the second, they are more particular and 
interesting* Both are truly original productions; 
but the Deserted Village has less peculiarity, 
and, indeed, has given rise to imitations, which 
may stand in some parallel with it* while the 
Traveller remains an unique* 
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Adieu, sweet bard ! to each fine feeling true, 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ; 
Those form'd to charm e'en vicious minds— anA 

these, 
With harmless mirth the social soul to please. 
Another's wo thy heart could always melt ; 
None gave more free-— for none more deeply felt* 
Sweet bard, adieu! thy own harmonious lays 
Have sculptured out thy mouument of praise ; 
Yes, — these survive to time's remotest day ; 
While drops the bust, and mournful tombs decay* 
Reader, if numbered in the muse's train, 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his strain ; 
Butrif no poet thou, reverse the plan, 
Depart iu peace, and imitate the man. . 
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am sir. 

I «ah hare no expectations in an address of this 
£ind, either to add to your reputation, or to establish 
my own. Tou can gain nothing from my admiration, as 
I am ignorant of that art in which you are said to exoel; 
and I may loose much by the severity of your judg- 
ment, as few have a juster taste in poetry than you. 
Setting interest therefore aside, .to which I never paid 
much attention, I must be indulged at present in fol- 
lowing my affections. The only dedication I ever 
made was to my brother, because I loved him better 
than most other men. He is since dead* Permit m* 
to inscribe this poem to you. 

How far you may be pleased with the versification 
and mere mechanical parts of this attempt, I do not 
preU ad to inquire : but I know you will object (and 
indeed several of our best and wisest friends concur 
in the opinion) that the depopulation it deplores is 
no where to be seen, and the disorders it laments are 
only to be found in the poet's own imagination. To 
this I can scarce make any other answer than that I 
sincerely believe what I have written ; that I have 
taken all possible pains, in my country excursions, 
for these four or five years past, to Be certain of wha> 
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I alledge ; and that all my views and inquiries have 
led me to believe those miseries real, which I her* 
attempt to display • But this is not the place to en- 
ter intoan enquiry, wr ether the country be depopu- 
lating, or not; the discussion would take up much 
room ; and I should prove myself, at best, an indiff- 
erent politician, to lire the reader with a long preface 
when I want this unfatigucd attention to a long po- 
em. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, I en* 
veigh against the increase of our luxuries ; and herd 
also I expect the shout of modern politicians against 
me. For twenty or thirty years past, it has been- the 
fasbion to consider luxury as one of the greatest na- 
tional advantages ; and all the wisdom of antiquity, 
in that particular, as erroneous. Still, however, I 
must remain a professed ancient on that head ; and 
continue to think those luxuries prejudicial to states 
by which so many vices are introduced, and so many 
kingdoms have been undone. Indeed so much has 
been poured out of late on the other side of the ques- 
tion, that, merely for the sake of novelty and variety, 
•ne would sometimes wish to be in the right* 
lam, 

Dear sir, 
your sincere friend, 

and ardent admirer, , 

OUTER GOLDSMITH. 



THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 



Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of tbe plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the laboring 

swain, 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 
And parting summer's ling'ring blooms delay'd ; 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease. 
Seats of my youth, when every sport could 

please ; 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene I 
How often have I paus'd on every charm, 
The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never failing brook, the busy mill, 
The decent church that topt the neighboring hill ; 
Tbe hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the 

shade, 
For talking age and whispering lovers made ! 
How often have I bless'd the coming day, 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 
And all the village train, from labor free, 
Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree ! 
While many a pastime circled iu the shade, 
The young contending as the old survey'd ; u 
And many a gambol frolic'd o'er the ground, 
And sleights of art and feats of strength went 

round ; 

S 
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And still, as each repeated pleasure tir'd, 
Succeeding sports the m rthful band inspir'4. 
The dancing pair that simply sought renown, 
By boHing out to tire each other down f 
The swaiu mistrustless of his smutted face, 
"While secret laughter titter'd round the place ; 
The bashful virgin's aide-long looks of love ; 
The matron's glance that would those looks re- 
prove ; 
These were thy charms, sweet village I sports* 

like these, 
With sweet succession, taught ev'u toil to please; 
These round thy bowers their cheerful influ- 
ence shed, 
These were thy charms— but all these charms 
are fled. 
Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn, 
Thy sports are fled, and ail thy charms with? 

drawnj; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen, 
And Desolation saddens all thy green : 
One only master grasps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 
No more thy glassy brook reflects ihe day, 
But, choak'd with sedges, works its weedy way ? 
Along thy glades, a solitary guest, 
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ; 
Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries ; 
Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all, 
And the long grass o'ertops the mould'ring wall, 
Aad, trembling, shrinking frta the spoiler's hand 



SHE DESERTED TILLAGE. IS 1 

ir, far away thy children leave the land* - 
111 fares the land, to hast'ning ills a prey, 
here wealth accumulates, and men decay, 
inces and lords may flourish, or may fade ; 
breath can make them, as a breath has made : 
it a bold peasautry, their country's pride, 
hen once ctestroy'd, can never be supplied. 
A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
hen every rood of ground maintained its man ; 
>r him light Labor spread her wholsome store, 
ist gave what life requir'd, but gave no more : 
is best companions, innocence and health ; 
od bis best riches, ignorance of wealth. _ 
But times are alter'd ; {fade's unfeeling train 
Burp the land, and dispossess the swain ; 
long the lawn, where sca'ter'd hamlet* rose, 
owieldy wealth and cumb'rotis pomp repose ; 
nd every want to luxury allied, 
nd every pang that folly pays to pride* 
hose gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
hose calm desires thjtt ask'd but little room, 
hose healthful sports that grae'd the peaceful 

scene, 
iv'd in each look, and bif ghten'H all the green % 
'hese, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 
t nd rural mirth and manners are no more. 
Sweet Auburn, parent of the blissful hour, 
'by glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power, 
[ere, as 1 take my solitary rounds, 
itnidst thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
ind, many a year elaps'd return to view 
Fhtreonce the pottage stood, the hawthorn grew. 



It WHE DESERTED TILLAGE. 

Remembrance wakes with all her busy train, 
Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 
In all my wand'rings through this world of 
care, 
In all my griefs — and God has giv'n my share— 
I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown, 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To husband out life's taper at the close, 
Aud keep the flame from wasting by repose : 
I still had hopes, for pride attends us still, 
Amidst the swain? to show my book-learn'd skill; 
Around my fire an .evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, aud all I saw : 
And, as a hare whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew, 
I still had hopes, my long vexatious past, 
Here to return — and die at home at last 
O blest retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreat from cares, that never must be mine, 
How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 
A youth of labor with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong temptations trf' t 
And, since, 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, toorn to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
jSo surly porter stands in guilty state, 
To spurn imploring famine from the gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with uuperceivYI decay, 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And, all his prospects bright niog to the last, 
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His heaven commences ere the world be past. 
Sweet was the sound, when oft, at ev'oing's 

close, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I passed with careless steps and slow, 
The mingling notes came softenM from below ; 
The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung, 
The sober herd that low'd to meet their young* 
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children just let loose from school, 
The watch-dog's voice that.bay'd the whisp'ring 

wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ; 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 
And fillM each pause the nightingale had made* 
but now the sounds of population fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
No busy steps the grass-grown foot way tread, 
But all the blooming flush of life is fled $ 
All but yon widow'd, solitary thing, 
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring ; 
She, wretched matron, forc'd in age, for bread, 
To strip the .brook with mantling cresses spread* 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To seek bcr nightly shed, and weep till morn ; 
She only left of all the harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 
Near yonder copse, where once the garden 

smil'd, 
And still where many a garden flower grows 

wild; 

a* 
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There, where a few torn shrubs the place dia- 

close, 
The villageipreacher's modest mansion rose. 
A mau he was, to all the country dear, 
And passing rich with forty pounds a-year ; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
N or ere had chang'd, nor wish'd to change, his 

place ; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power 
By doctrines fashion' d to the varying hour ; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize. 
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 
His house was kuowu to all the vagrant train, 
He qfaid their wJiud'rings, but reliev'd their pain: 
The long remember'd beggar was las guest, 
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast; 
The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had bis claims allow'd? 
The broken soldier, kindly bid to stay, 
Sat by higfire, and talk'dthc night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and showed how fields 

were won. 
Pleas'd with his guests, the good man learn'd to 

glow, 
And quite forget their vices in their woe ; 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve th,e wretched was his pride,. 
And even his failings lean'd to virtue's side ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all.: 



! 
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And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt its new*fledg'd offspring to the skies; 
He (ry'd each art, reprofd each dull delay, 
AUur'd to brighter worfts, and led the way. 
Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pair, by turns dismay 'd, 
The rcv'recd champion stood. At his control, 
Despair sod anguish fled the struggling soul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to 

raise, 
And his last falt'ring accents whisper'd praise. 
.Atchi.rch, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remaiuM to pray. 
The service past, around the pious man, 
With jBteady zeal, each honest rustic rah : 
Even children followed, with cudearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to share the 'good man's 

smile* 
His ready smile a parent'* warmth exprest ; 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares dis- 

trest; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the 

storm, 
Though round its breast the rolliug clouds are 

spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 
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Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way. 
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noisy mam on skill'd to rule, 
The village master taugnt his little school ; 
A man severe he was, and stern to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew. 
Well had the bodiog tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's disasters in his moruihg face ; 
Pull well they laugh'd with counter feh»d glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the busy whisper circling round, 
Couvey'd the dismal tidings when he frowu'd : 
Yet he was kind, or, it set ere in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 
The village all declared how much hr knew; 
*Twas certain he could write, and cipher too ; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides pre* 

sage, 
And even the story ran that he could gauge 5 
Id arguing too the parson own'd his skill 
For, even though vanquish'd, he could argue 

still: 
While words of learned length* and thund'ring 

sound, 
Amazed the gazing rustics rang'd around, 
Aud still they gazM, and still the wonder grew, 
That one small head should carry all he knew. 
But past is all his fame. The very spot 
Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where ooce the tigo-post caught the passing: eye. 
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* Low lies that house where out-brown draught! 

inspir'd, 
Where grey-beard mirth, aod smiling toil, re- 

tir'd ; 
Where village statesmen talk'd with looks pro- 
found, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
I Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
I The parlor splendors of that festive place ; 
'■ The white-wash'd wall, the. nicely sanded floor. 
The va/oish'd clock, that click'd behind the door; 
The chest, coutriv'd a double debt to pay, 
j A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use, 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose; 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
With aspin boughs, aod flowers and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for show, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, glisteu'd in a row. „ 

Vain transitory spleoders ! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring mansion from its fall ? 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart* 
Thither no more the peasant shall repair, 
To sweet oblivion of his daily care ; ,- 
No more the farmer's news, the barbels tale, 
No more the woodman's ballad, shall prevail ; 
No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his pood'rous strength, and lean to hear $ 
The host himself no longer shall be found 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go ground ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be pres(, 
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Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, .than all the gloss of art.* 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-born swayf 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
TJuenvied, unmolested, unconfin'd ; 
But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain, 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ; 
And, even while fashion's brightest arts decoy. 
The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay* 
*Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy laud. 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore,. 
And shouting folly hails them from her shore ; 
Hoards, even beyond the miser's wish, abound, -^ 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our useful products still the' same. 
Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride. 
Takes up a space that many poor supplied*; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horses, equipage and hounds ?> 
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth, 
H«s robb'd the neighboring fields of half theff 
growth i 
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Bis seat, where solitary sports are seen. 
Indignant spuros the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful product flies. 
For all the luxuries the world supplies ; 
While thus the land, adorn'd for pleasure all, 
Id barren splendor feebly waits the fall. 

As some fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign, 
fights every borrowed charm that dress supplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 
But when those charms are past, for charms are 

frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
6he theh'shines forth, solicitous to bless, 
In all the glaring impotence of dress : 
Thus fares the land by luxury betray'd ; 
In nature's simplest charms at first array'd, 
But, verging to decline, its splendors rise, 
Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise ; 
While, scpurgM by famine from the smiling land, 
The mournful peasant leads his humble band ; 
And while be sinks, without one arm to save, 
The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah t where shall poverty reside, 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride 1 ■ 
If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd, 
He drives his flock to pick the scaoty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide- 
And even the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city sped, what waits him there ? 
To see profusion that he must not share ; - 
To see teu thousand baneful arts combin'd 
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To pamper luxury, and thin mankind f 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's wo. 
Here while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade; 
Here while the proud their long-drawn pompi 

display, 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way : 
The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight 

reign, 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square, 
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare* 
Sure scenes like these no trouble e'er annoy ! 
Sure these denote one universal joy ! — 
Are these thy serious thoughts ? ab, turn thine 

eyes 
Where the poor houseless shiv'ring female lies* 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest, 
Has wept at tales of innocence distrefet ; 
Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 
Sweet as the primrose eeps beneath the thorn* 
Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near her betrayer's door she lays her head, 
Add pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the 

shower, 
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour, 
When idly first, ambitious of the town, 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. 
Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest 

train, 
'Bo thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 
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Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud men's doors they ask a little bread ! 

Ah, do. To distant climes, a dreary scene. 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go, 
Where wild A Up ma murmurs to their wo. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 
Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray, . 
And fiercely shed intolerable day ; 
Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, 
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 
Those pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance 
crown'd, 
[ Where the dark scorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each step the strauger fears to wake 
The rattliog terrors of the vengeful snake ; 
\ Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey, 
\ And savage men more murd'rous still than they ; 
• While oft iu whirls the mad tornado flies, 

Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies. 
I Far different these from every former scene, 
j The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green ; 
f The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
| That only shelter'd (hefts of harmless love. 
| Good Heaven ! what sorrows gloom'd that 
parting day, 
That calPd them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their 

last, 
And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain 

2 
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yWpor seats like these beyond the western n 
And shuddering still to face the distant dee 
ReturnM and wept, and still return* d to w 
The good old sire, the first, prepared to g< 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave, 
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the gra 
His lovely daughter* lovelier in her tears, 
The food companion of his helpless years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms. 
And left a lover's for a father's arms. 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her 
And blest the cot where every pleasure ro 
And kiss'd her thoughtless babes with n 

tear, 
And clasp'd them close, in sorrow doubly 
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend rel 
In all the silent manliness of grief. — 
O luxury ! thou curs'd by heaven's decre 
How ill exchang'd are things- like these foi 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy* 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to Sickly greatness gro,i 
Boast of a florid vigor not their own, 
At every draught large and more largi 

grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy wo ; 
Till sapp'd their strength, and every part un 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin ; 

Even now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done 
Even uow, methiuks, as pond'riug here 1 8 
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see the rural Virtues leave the land. 
)owd where yon anchoring vessel spreads the 

sail 
'hat idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
downward they move, a melancholy band, 
ass from the shore, and darkey all the strand, 
outented Toil, and hospitable Care, 
nd kind connubial Tenderness, are there ; 
nd Piety with wishes plac'd above, 
nd steady Loyalty, and faithful Love. . 
nd thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
ill first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
nfit ip these degen'rate times of shame, 
o catch the heart, or strike for honest fame 1 
ear charming njmph, neglected and decried, 
y shame in crowds, my solitary pride ; 
hou source of all my bliss, and all my wo, 
hat fouud'st me poor at first, and keep's t me soj 
hou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 
hou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well : 
are well ; and O ! where'er thy voice be tried j 
n Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's side, 
r bether where equinoctial fervors glow, 
r winter wraps the polar world in show, 
ill let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
pdress the rigors of th* inclement clime ; 
id slighted Truth, with thy persuasive strain, 
each erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 
each him that states, of native strength posaest, 
hough very poor, may still be very blest ; 
hat trade's proud empire hastes to swift do* 
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As ocean sweeps the labor'd mole away ; 
\ While self dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist tbe billows and the sky. 
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TO THty BEY. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 



DBAS sim, 

I am sensible that the friendship between us can 
acquire no new force from the ceremonies of ft Dedi- 
cation % and perhaps it demands an excuse thus to 
perfix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own. But as a part of this Poenv 
was formerly written to you from Switzerland, the 
whole can now, with propriety, be only inscribed to 
you. It will also throw a light upon many parts of 
Jit, when the reader understands, that it is addressed 
to a man, who, despising Fame and Fortune, has re- 
tired early to Happiness and Obscurity, with an. in- 
come of forty pounds a-year. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wisdom of 
your humble choice. Tou have entered upon a sacred 
office, where the harvest is great, and the laborers 
are but few j while you have left the field of Arab*, 
tion, where the laborers are many, and the harvest 
not worth carrying away. But of all kinds of ambi- 
tion, what from the refinement of the times, from dif- 
ferent systems of criticism, and from the divisions of 
party, that which pursues poetical fame is the wild- 
ttft 
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Poetry mikes a principal amusement among un? 
polished nations ; but in a country verging to the 
extremes of refinement, Painting and Music come in 
for a share. As these offer the feeble mind a less la* 
borious entertainment, they at first rival Poetry, and 
at length supplant her ; they engross all that favor 
once shown to her, and, though but younger sisters, 
seize upon the elder's birth-right. 

Yet, however this art may be neglected by the 
powerful, it is still in greater danger from the mis- 
taken t fforts of the learned to improve it. What crit« 
ieisms have we not heard of late in favor of blank 
verse, and Pindaric odes, choruses, anapests and iam- 
bics, alliterative care and happy negligence ! Every 
absurdity has now a champion to defend it ; and as 
he is generally much in the wrong, so he has always 
much to says for error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to this art still more danger- 
ous, I mean Party. Party entirely distorts the judg* 
ment, and destroys the taste. When the mind is 
once infected with this disease, it can only find pleas- 
ure in what contributes to increase the distemper. 
Like the tiger, that seldom desists from pursuing 
man after having once preyed upon human flesh, the 
the reader who has once gratified his appetite with 
oalumny, makes, ever after, the most agreeable feasts 
upon murdered reputation. Such readers generally 
admire some half-witted thing, who wants to be 
thought a bold man, having lost the character efa 
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wise one. Him they dignify with the name of poet: 
his Uwdry lampoons are called satires ; bis turbu- 
lence is said to be force, and his phrensy fire. 

What reception a poem may find, which has neith- 
er abuse, party, nor blank verse to support it, I cannot 
tell, nor am I solicitous to know. My aims are right. 
Without espousing the cause of any party, I have at* 
tempted to moderate the rage of all. I have endeav- 
ored to show, that there may be equal happiness in 
states that are differently governed from our own ; 
that every state has a particular principle of happi- 
ness, and that this principle in each may be carried 
to a mischievous excess. There are few can judge 
better than yourself, how far these positions art 
illustrated in this poem. 
I am, 

Dear sir, 

Yeur most affectionate brother, 

OLIVER GOLDSMITft 



\ 



! 



i ' 






' THE TRAVELLER, 

OR v 

A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY • 



Remote, unfriended, melancholy slow. 
Or by Ihe lazy Scbeld, or wandering Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 
Or where Champania's plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee; 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend; 
¥ Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
| T© pause from toil, and trim their evening fire; 

f Blest that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every stranger finds a ready chair ; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 

i *In this poem several Alterations were made, and 
tome new verses added, as it passed through different 
editions.— We have printed from the last edition pub- 
lished in the life-time of the author* 
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Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail, 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 
Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not destin'd such delights to share, 
My prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 
ImpellM with steps unceasing to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view; 
That, like the circle bounding earth aud skies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of all the world my own. 

Ev'n now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
And, placed on high above the storm's career, 
Look downward where a hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide, 
The pomp of king**, the shepherd's humbler 
pride. 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidst the store should thankless pride repine ? 
Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosos* 

vain ? 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are great to, little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendor 

CTOwn'd ; 
Te fields, where summer spreads profusion 
round ; 
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Ye lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale 
Te bending swains, that dress the flowery vale ; 
For me your tributary stores combine ; 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. 

As some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at bis treasure, couots, recounts it o'er ; 
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Tet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still t 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heaven to man sup- 
plies t 
Tet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 
To see the htrard of human bliss so small ; 
And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness consignM. 
Where my v.orn soul, each wandering hope at 

reBt, 
Hay gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 

But where to 'find that happiest spot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know i 
The shudd'rtag tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ; 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas, 
Aud bis long nights of revelry and ease : 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine, 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his god* for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam 9 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we coiopare, 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 

4 
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Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind : 
As different pood, by art or nature given, 
To different nations makes their blessings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliss at labor's earnest call ; 
With food as well the peasant is supply M 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno's shelvy side ; 
A* id though the rocky-crested summits frowo, 
These rocks, by custom, turn'd to beds of down 
Fiom art more various are the blessings sent ; 
"Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet these each other's power so strong contest, 
That either seems destructive of the rest 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentmen 

fails; 
A {id honor sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence every state, to one lov'd blessing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Xach to the favVite happiness attends, 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends $ 
'J ill, carried to excess in each domain, 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer eyes, 
Aid trace them through the proppect asjt lies 3 
litre, for a while, my proper cares resigo'd, 
Here let. me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon neglected shrub, at random cast, 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast 

Far to the right, where Appenuine ascends, 
Bright as the summer, Italy extends ; 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's aide. 



Woods over woods io gay theatric pride ; 
While oft some templt's moui'i'ring tops between 
With memorable grande-jr mark, the sceue. 
Could Nature's bounty satisfy the breast, 
The sods of Italy were surely blest : 
Whatever fruits in different climes are found, 
That proudly rise, or humbly court thegrouud; 
Whatever blooms io torrid tracts appear, 
Whose bright succession decks the v -tried year ; 
Whatever sweet 8 salute the norther * «kv 

m 

With vernal lives, that blossom but to die ; 
These here disporting own the kindred soil. 
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While sea-born gales their gelid win«is expand, 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 
But small the bliss that sense alone bestows, 
And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 
Io florid beauty groves and fields appear : 
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all bis manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious ; though submissive, 

vain ; f 

Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And even in penance planning sins anew* 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs, uot far n raovM the date 
When Commerce proudly flourished through the 

state; 
At her command the palace learnt to rise ; 
Again the long-fall'n column sought the skies % 
fbe «anvas glow'd, beyond e'en nature warm g 
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The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form 
\ ill, more unsteady than the southern gale/ 
Commerce on other shores displayed her sail % 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towHs unmanu'd, and lords without a slave 
Ar»d late the nation found, with fruitless skill, 
Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet, still the loss of wealth is here supplied 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride $ 
From these the feeble heart and loug-fall'n mi 
An easy-compensation seem to find. 
Bere may be s^eu, in bloodless pomp array'd, 
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade : 
Processions forra'd for piety and love, 
A mistress or a saint in every grove. 
B} sports like these are all their cares beguil'< 
The sports of children satisfy the child : 
Bach nobler aim, represt by long control, 
!Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 
While low delights succeeding fast behind, 
In happier meauness occupy the mind : 
A* in those domes where Osesars once bore swa 
Defac'd by time, and tott'riag in decay, 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead, * 
The shelter seeking peasant builds his shed ; 
And, woudering man could want the larger pi] 
Ixiilts, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them, turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display; 
Where the bleak Bwiss their stormy mans! 

tread, 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread. 



« 

o product here the barren hills afford, 
ut man and steel, the soldier and his sword* 
o vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
ut winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
o zephyr fondly sues the mountain's breast, 
ut meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest 
Yet still, even helre, content can spread a 

charm, 
edrcss the clime, and all its rage disarm* 
hough poor the peasant's hut, his feasts though 

small, 
[e sees his little lot the lot of all $ 
ecs no contiguous palace rear its head, 
o shame the meanness of his humble shed $ 
o costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal, , 
o make him loath his vegetable meal ; 
ut calm, and bred id ignorance and toil, 
ach wish contracting, fits him to the soil, 
heerful at morn, he wakes from short repose, 
reathes the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 
r ith patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
r drives his vent'rous ploughshare to the steep} 
r seeks Che den where snow-tracks mark the 

way, . 
nd drags the struggling savage into day. 
t night returning, every labor sped, 
e sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 
miles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
is children's looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
r hile his lov'd partner, boastful of her hoard, • 
ipplays her cleanly platter on the board : = 
ud haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 

4* 
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With many a tale repay* the nightly bed* 

Thus every good his uative wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriqt passion on his heart ; 
And e'en those ills that round his mansion rise, 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies ; 
Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms ; 
And as a ch'ld, when scaring souuds molest, 
Clings close and closer to the mother's breast, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren states assign'd ; 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confined : 
Yet let them only share the praises due ; 
If few their wants, their pleasures are but few ; 
For every want that stimulates the breast, 
Becomes a source of pleasure when red rest, 
Whence, from such lands each pleasing science 

flies, 
That first excites desire and then supplies ; 
Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy, 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown those powers that raise the soul to 

flame, 
Gatch every nerve,, and vibrate through the 

fr^me. 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by want, uftfann'd by strong desire ;. 
Unfit for raptures* or if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a year, 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 
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But Dot their joys alone thus coarsely flow ; 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low » 
For, as refinement stops, from sire to sou 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners ruo ; 
And love's and friendship's finely- pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 
May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest ; 
But all the gentler morals, such as play 
Thro* life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the 

way, 
These, fardispers'ti, on timorous pinions fly, 
To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

. To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign* 
I turn; and France displays her bright domain. 
Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease, 
Pleas'd with thyself, whom all the world can 

please, 
How often have I led thy sportive choir, 
With tuneless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire ! 
'Where shading elms along the margin grew, 
And fresheo'd from the wave the zephyr flow : 
And haply, though my harsh touch fa U'ring still, 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's 

skill; 
Tet would the village praise my wond'rous pow- 
er* 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 
Alike all ages; dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful 

maze ; 
And the gay grandsire, skiUM in gtstic lore, 
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Has frisk M beneath the burden of threescore. 

60 blest a life these thoughtless realms display t 1 
Thus itiJy busy rolls their world away : 
Theirs are those arts that raiod to miad endear* 
Fur honor forms the social temper here. 
Honor, that praise which real merit gains, 
Or eVu imaginary worth obtains, 
Here pbsses current j paid from hand to hand, 
V shifts, in splendid traffic, round the laud : 
From courts to camps, to cottages, it strays, 
A'd all are taught an avarice of praise ; 
They please, ave plcas'd; they give to get esteem* 
Till seeming blest, they grow to what they seem* 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies, 
It gives their follies also room to pse ; 
For praise too dearly lov'd, or warmly sought, 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought ; 
And the weak soul, wilhiu itself unblest, 
Leans for all pleasure on another's breast. 
Heuce Ostentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgnr praise which fools impart) 
Here Vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace \ 
Here beggar Pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boast one splendid banquet ooce a year ; 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion drav% 
IN or weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy (lies* 
EmbosomM in the deep where Holland lies* 
Mc-thinks her patient sons before me stand, 
Where the broad ocean leans against thejaudi 
Aid, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 
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Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently slow, 
The firm, connected bulwark seems to grow J 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 
Scoops out au empire, and usurps the shore : 
While the pent Ocean, rising o'er the pile. 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 
The slow canal, the yellow- blossomM vale, 
The willow tufted bauk, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
\ new creation rescu'd from his reign* 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign, 
And industry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that springs, 
Wilh all those ills superfluous treasure brings, 
Are here display'd. Their much-lov'd wealtb 

imparts 
donveuieuce, plenty, ekgance, and arts ; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud appear, 
Even liberty itself is barter d here* 
At gold's superior charms all freedom flies 
The ueedy sell it, and the rich man buys : 
A. land of tyrants, and a den of slaves, 
Here wretches seek dishonorable graves, 
And calmly bent, to servitude conform, 
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm* 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old! 
lough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 
War in each breast, and freedom on each brow* 
Flow much unlike the sons of Britain now ! 
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FirM at the souod, ray genius spreads ber wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring; 
Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter streams than fam'd H jdaspes glide, 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray, 
There gentle music melts on every spray ; 
Creation's mildest charms are there combio'd, 
Extremes are only in the master's mind. 
Stern o'er each bosom Reason holds her state* 
With daring aims irregularly great. 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I see the lords of human kind pass by ; 
Iutent on high designs, a thoughtful band, 
By forms uufashion'd, fresh from Nature's hand] 
Fierce in their native hardiness of soul, 
True to imagin'd right, above control, 
While even the peasant boasts these rights to 

scan, 
And learns to venerate himself as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings picturM 
here, 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endear. 
Too blest iudeed, were such without alloy f 
But foster'd even by Freedom ills annoy ; j 

That independence Britons prize too high^ 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tiev 
The self dependent lordlings stand alone, ' 

All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown; - ! 
Here by the bouds of nature feebly held, | 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd ; 
Ferments arise, imprison'd factions roar, 
Represt ambition struggles round her shore^ 



THE TRAVELLER. 41 

Till over-wrought the general system feels 
Its motions stop, or phrenzy fire the wheels* 

Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decay. 
As duty, love, and hoDor, fail to sway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to these alone, 
And taleot sinks, and merit weeps unknown ; 
Till time may come, when, stript of all her 

charms, 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of anhs, 
Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame, 
W here kings have toil'd and poets wrote for fame, 
One sink of level avarice shall lie, 
And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonor'd die* 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I state, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great. 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry steel ; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favor's fostering sun ; 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
I only would repress them to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil, 
Tfliat those who think, must govern those that toil; 
And all that Freedom's highest aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proporiion'd loads on each. 
Hence, should one order disproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight must ruiu all below. 

O thqo how blind to all that truth requires. 
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Who think it freedom when a part aspires i 
Calm is roy soul, nor apt to rise in arras, 
Except when fast-approaching danger warms r 
But wheo contending chiefs blockade the throne* 
Contracting regal power to stretch their own ; 
Wheo I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wraith of climes, where savage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from slaves, to purchase slaves at home) 
Fear, pity, justice, indignation start, 
Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart ; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to tl.e throue. 

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful hour 
When first ambition struck at regal power ; 
And, thus polluting honor in its source, 
Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force. 
Have we not seen, round Britcii/s peopled shore* 
Her useful sons exchang'd for useless ore : 
Seen all her triumphs but destruction Labte, 
Like flaring tapers biight'ning as I hey waste; 
Seen Opulence, her graudeur to maintain, 
Lead stern Depopulation in her train, 
And over fields where scattered he si lets rose*,, 
In barren solitary pomp repese ? 
Have we not seen, at pleasure's lordly call. 
The smiling long- frequented village fall ; 
Beheld the duteous son, the sire decay M, 
The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train* 
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Po traverse climes beyond the western main ; 
There wild Oswego spreads her stamps around, 
Lod Niagara stuos with thundering sound ? 
Even now perhaps, as there some pilgrim 

strays 
'hrouxh tangled forests, and through dangerou* 

ways; 
There beasts with man divided empire claun, 
nd the brown Indian marks with murd'roftit} 

aim; 
here, while above the giddy tempest flies, 
nd all around distressful yells arise, 
he pensive exile, bending with his woe, 
o stop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
asts a long look where England's glories shine. 
nd bids his bosom sympathise with mine. 
Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
hat bliss which only ceuers in the roiud : 
r hy have I strayM from pleasure and repose, 
o seek a good each government bestows ? 
i every government though terrors reign, 
hough tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain, 
ow small, of all that human hearts endure, 
hat part which laws or kings can cause or cure ! 
.ill to ourselves in every place consign'd, 
ur own felicity we make or find : 
ith secret course, which 9 o loud storms annoy, 
lides the smooth current of domestic joy. 
he lifted axe, the agonising wheel, 
tike's iron crown, and Damieu's bed of steel, 
o men remote from power but rarely known, 
save reason, faith, and conscience, all our own* 

« 
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lie following Wer, addressed to the prirttei 
St. James's Chronicle, appeared in that 
in June, 1767. 



Sir, 

As there is nothing I dislike so much as news-papefr 
controversy, particularly upon trifles, permit me to be 
as concise as possible in informing; a correspondent 
of yours, that I recommended Blainville's Travels, 
because I thought the book was a good one ; and k 
think so still. I said, I was told by the bookseller 
that it was then first published; but in that, it seems, 
1 was misinformed, and my reading was not extent 
aive enough to set me right. 

Another correspondent of yours accuses me of bar- 
ing taken a ballad, I published some time ago, from 
one by the ingenious Mr. Percy. 9 I do not think 
there is any great resemblance between the two pie- 
ces in question. If there be any, his ballad is taken 
from mine. 1 read it to Mr. Percy some years ago ; 
and be (as we both considered these things as trifles 
at best) told me with his usual good humor, the next 
time I saw him, that he had taken my plan to form 
the fragments of Shakspeare into a ballad of his own* 

♦The Friar of Orders Gray. "Reli* ef AnC P*e> 
t}<pt" tolt i. p. 343. 

9* 



He then read me his little cento, if I may so call it, 
and I highly approved it. Such petty anecdotes a* 
these-are scarce worth printing; : and. were it not foe 
t^e bu3y disposition of some of your correspondents* 
the public should never have known that he owes me 
the hint of his ballad, or that 1 am obliged to bis 
friendship and learning for communications of a iquch 
more important nature, 
lam, Sir, 

Tours, &c. 

OUTER GOLDSMITH: 



THE HERMIT. 
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'Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way, 

To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

*For here forlorn and lost I tread, 
With fainting steps and slow ; 

Where wilds, immeasurably spread, 
Seem length'ning as I go.' 

'Forbear, my sod,' the Hermit cries* 
'To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

For yonder faithless phantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom* 

'Here to the houseless child of want 

My door is open still ; 
Ajod though my portion is but scant* 

I give it with good will. 

•Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whate'er my cell bestows ; 

My rushy couch and frugal fare, 
My blessing, and repose. 
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«No flocks that range the valley fire 
To slaughter 1 condemn : 

T msht by that Power that pities m< 
I learn to pity them : 

'But from the mountain's grassy side 
A guiltless feast 1 bring ; 

A scrip with herbs and fruit suppliec 
And water from the spring. 

'Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares foreg 
. All earth born cares are wrong : 
Ulan wants but little here below. 
Nor wants that little long.' 

* 

i Soft as the dew from heaven descent 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends, 
>r And follows to the cell. - 

t*ar in a wilderness obscure 
The lonely mansion lay ; 

A refuge to the neigh b'ring poor, 
Aud strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath his humble thatch 
. Kequir'd a master's care ; 
t' The wicket op'ning with a latch, 

Received the harmless pair. 

And now, when busy crowds retire 
To take their evening rest, 



»■"■»■ 



The Hermit triram'd his little fire* 
And cheered his pensive guest : 

And spread bis vegetable store, 
And gaily press'd, aod smil'd ; 

And, skilFd ia legendary lore, 
The lingering hours beguil' d. 

Arofrnd in sympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries $ 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 

The crackling faggot flies* 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger's wo ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow* » 

His rising cares the Hermit spies, 
With answering care opprest : 

And., 'Whence, unhappy youth, 9 he critic 
•The sorrows of thy breast ? 

'From better habitations spurn'd, 

Reluctant dost thou rove ; 
Or grieve for friendship unreturn'c^ 

Or unregarded love ? 

•Alas ? the joys that fortune brings 

Are trifling and decay ; 
And those who- prize the paltry things} 

M — still than they- 
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* And what is friendship hut t name, 

A charm that hills to sleep ; 
A shade that follows wealth or fame* 
Aud 4eaTCs th$ wretch to weep 1 

* And love is still an emptier sound, 

The modern fair on* *s jest ; 
On earth unseen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's ntst. 

'For shame, food youth \ thy sorrowf hush, 

And spurn the sex, 9 he said : 
But while he spoke, a rising bluish 

His love-lorn guest betrayed. 

Surpris'd he sees new beauties rise* 
Swift mantling to the view ; - 
. Like colors o'er the morning skies, 
As bright, as trausieut too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 

Alternate spread alarms : 
The lovely stranger stands confest 

A maid in all her charms. 

And, 'Ah, forgive a stranger rude, 

A wretch forlorn/ she cried ; 
•Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude 

Where heaven and you reside. 

fljut let a maid thy pttf share, 
Whom Jove has tatoght to stray $ 
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Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion other way* 

'My father Hv'd beside tb% Tyoe, 

A wealthy lord was he ; 
And all his wealth was mark'd as mm%- 

He had but only me. 

'To win me from his tender arms, 

Unnumber'd suitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms*, 

And felt or ifeign'd a flame. 

'Each hour a mercenary crowd 

With richest proffers strove ; 
Among the rest young Edwin bow'd. 

But never talk'd of love. 

'In huroble^hnplest habit clad, 

No wealth or power bad he ; 
Wisdom and worth were ail he had, 

But these were all 10 me. 

**The blossom opening to the day, 

The dews of heav'n refiu'd, 
Could nought of purity display, 

To emulate bis mind. 

The dew, the blossoms of the tree, 

With charms inconstant shine ; 
Their charms were his , but, wo to me, 

Their constancy was mine. 
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'For still I cried each fickle art* 

Importuoate and vain ; 
And while his passion touch'd my heaty 

I triumplfd in his pain* 

•Till, quite dejected with my scorn. 

He left me to my pride ; 
And sought a solitude forlorn, 

Id secret where he died* 

•But mine the sorroir, mine the fault, 

, And well my life shall pay : 
I'll seek the solitude be sought. 
And strech me where he lay. 

f And there forlorn, despairing, hid, 

I'll lay me down and die; 
*Twas so forme that Ed fin did, 

And so for him will I.* • 

'Forbid it Heaven !.' the Hermit cried, 
And clasp'd her to bis breast : 

The wondering fair one turn'd to chide ; 
*Twas Edwin's self that prest t 

Turn, Aogejiua, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long lost Edwin here* 

KestorM to love and thee. 

Thus4et me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care resign : 
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And shall we never, never part, 
My life — my all that's mine ? 

<No, never from this hourlto part, 

We'll live and love so thie ; 
The sigh that rends thy constant heart, 

Skill break thy Edwin's too. 9 
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Retaliation, 

A POEM : 

FIRST PRINTED IN 1774, AFTER THE A?« 

thor's DEATH. 



\ *' 



Dr. Goldsmith and some of his friends occasional* 
vly dined at the St .James's coffee-house. On 3 day 
it was proposed to write epitaphs on him. His conn* 
try, dialect, and person, furnished subjects of witti- 
cism. He was called on for retaliation, and at their 
next meeting produced the following poem. 
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Of old, when Scarron liis companions invited, 
Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was 

united : 
If our land lord * supplies us wkb beef and with 

fish, 
Let each guest bring himself, and he bringa the 

best dish. , 

Our deanf shall be venison, just fresh from the 

plains, 
Our Burke): shall be tongue, with a garnish of 

brains, 
Our Will| shall be wild fowl, of excellent flavor, 
And Dick|| with his pepper shall heighten the 

savor : 

•The roaster of St. James's coffee house, where the) 
Doctor, and bis friends he has characterised in this po- 
em, occasionally dined. 

J Doctor Bernard, dean of Deny in Ireland. 
Mr. Edoiund Burke. 

$Mr William Burke, late secretary to general Co** 
way, and member for Bedwin. 
flMr. Richard Burke, collector of Granada* 

6* 
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Our Cumberland's* sweet-bread its place shaft 
obtain, '! 

And Douglasf is pudding, substantial and plain) 
Our GarrirkVt a salad ; for in him we see . 
Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness, agree : - 
To m;<ke out the dinner, full certain 1 am, 
That Kidg< § is anchovy, and KeynoldsH is lamt$ 
That Nicke)%f aVapon, and by the same rule* ; 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry -fool.. 
At a dinuer so various, at such a repast, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me sit while l*on able ( 
Till all my companions sink under the table ; i 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my 

head, 

Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead, 

• Here lies the good dean**, re-united to earth; 

Who mix'd reason with pleasure, and wisdom 

with mirth : -...';• ; ; 

*Bf r RicharJ Cumberland, author of the West Indians 
Fashionable Lover, the ^rothers, and other dramatic 
pieces, 

^Doctor Douglas, canon of Windsor, an ingenious 
Scotch gentleman, who has no less distinguished him- 
self as a citizen of the world, than a sound critic, in de- 
tecting several literary mistakes (or rather forgeries) 
of his countrymen ; particularly Lauder on Milton, and 
Bower's History of the Popes* . -• 

* David Gar rick, Esq. - 

{Counsellor Jolm Rjdge, a gentleman belonging to thft 
Irish bar. 

fjSir Joshua Reynolds. 
TfAn eminent attorney}] 
**Vlde pagc-o^. 
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|f he had any faults, he has left us in doubt ; 

At least, in six weeks 1 could not fiiid 'em' out; 

Yet some have dec la r'd, and it can't be deuie^ 
'em, 

That si j. boots was cursedly cunning to hide 'em* 
pere lies good Edmund*, whose genhi| was 
: such, 

*We scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much; 

Who, born for the universe, narrow'd his mind, . 

AlcJ to, party, gave up what was meant for man- 
kind ; 

Though fraught with all learning, yet straining 
bis throat 

To persuade Toinray Towssendf tq Jend him a 
vote : 

Who, too deep for {lis bearers, stilj wefft oo refio* 

And thought of convincing while they thought of 

dining: ; 
Though enual to all things, for all things unfit, 
Too nice tor a statesman, too proud' for a wit $>V 
For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, disobedi* 

ent; 
And too foud of the right to pursue 4he expefk* 

ent. 
In short, 'twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, 

sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a rat 

zor. 

f Vide page 65. 

$Mr. T. i ownifcod, member for Whitchnrd^f 
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Here lies honest William*, whose heart was a 
mint, 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that 

was in 9 t ; 
The pupil of impulse, it forc'd him along, 
His conduct still right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honor, yel fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove 

home; 
Would you ask for his merits ? alas t he had 

none ; 
What was good was spontaneous, his faults were 
his own. 
Here lies honest Richard, whose fate I must 
sigh at ; 
Alas, that such frolic should now he so quiet ! 
What spirits were his ) what wit and what whim! 
Now breaking a jest, and now breaking a limbf ; 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball; 
IfrW teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all. 
Ashort, so provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wish'd him full ten times a day at old 

•Nick ; 
But, missing his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often We wish'd to have Dick back again. 

•Vide page 65. 

f Mr. ltichard Burke ; vide page 65. This gentle- 
man having slightly fractured one of his arms and legs, 
at different times, the doctor has rallied him on those 
accidents, as a kind of retributive justice for breaking 
his jests upon other people. 
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itere Cumberland* lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender if hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they 

are. 
His gallants are all faultless, his wooden divine, 
And Comedy wonders at being so fine : 
Like a tragedy-queen he has dizeu'd her out, 
Or rather like Tragedy giving a route. 
Bis fools have their follies so lost in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that Folly grows proud; 
And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleas'd with their 

own* 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 
Or wherefore his characters thus without fault t 
Say, was it that, vainly directing his view 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 
He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself? . 

Here Douglas^ retires from bis toils to relax, /% 
The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks : 
Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking di- 
vines, 
* Come, and dance on the spot where your tyrant 

reclines. 
When satire and censure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your safety, I fear'd for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 

♦Videpag* 66. fibid. ' 
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« 

Our Doddt* shall be pious, our Kenricktf A 

lecture ; 
Macph< r^ofjj write bombast, and call it a styl 
Our 1 ownshen^j make speeches, and I sh 

compile ; 
New Lauders and Bowers|| the Tweed sh 

cross over, 
No countryman living their tricks to discover; 
Detection her tapir shall quench to a spark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat 

the dark. 
Here lies David Garnet f, describe him i 

can, 
An abridgement of all that was pleasant in m 
As an actor, confest without rival to shine t 
As a wit, if not first, in the very first line :. 
Yet, with talents like these, and an excell 

heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill judging beauty, his colors he'sprc 
And beplaster'd with rouge his own natural r 
On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting 
*Twas only that, when he was off, he was acli 
With no' reason on earth to go nut of his way, 
Be tum'd and he varied full ten times a-day ; 

•The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

j-Dr.K^nrick. who. read lectures at the Devil 1 
em. under the title of 'The School of Shakspeare-' 

±Ja^e& M.icpherson, esq. who lately, frow the o 
force of his style, wrote down the first poem of all i 

qui'v. 
§yidepage66. |66} 166 
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bough secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly 

sick 
they were not his own by finessing and trick : 
e cast off his friends as a huntsman his park ; 
or he knew, when he pleas'd, he could whistle 

them back, 
f praise a mere glutton, he swallow'd what 

came, 
nd the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 
ill, bis relish grown callous, almost to disease, 
rho pepjper'd the highest was surest to please, 
ut let us be candid, and speak out our mind : . 
dunces applauded, he paid them iu kind. ^ 
e Kenrfcks*, ye KellyBf, and Woodfallaf 80 

grave, . • i: .- • » 

r bat a commerce was youra, while you got and 
. ^yougave J 
ow did Grub street re-e£ho the shouts that you 

rais'd, , , , . . 

Thite he was be Roscius'd, and you were be* 

prais'd ! 
ut peace to his spirit, wherever it flies, 
'o act as an angel and mix with the skies : 
'hose poets who owe their best fame to his skill, 
ball still be his flatterers, go where he will ; 
Id Sbakspeare receive him with praise and 

with love, 

♦Vide page 70. 

fMp Hugh Kelly, author of Fals* Delicacy, Word to 
le Wist . Clementina, School for Wives, &c. &c 
*Mr. W, Wovdfall, printer of tho Morning Cur«ai, 
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And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys* above. 
Here Hicke) f reclines, a most bluet, pleasao 

creature, 
And slander itself must allow him good nature : 
He cherished his friend, and be relished a bun 

per; 
Tet one fault he had, and that one was a thum 

per. 
Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser ; 
I answer, No, no, for he always was wiser. 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligiugly flat ? 
His very worst foe can't accuse him of that. 
Bprhaps he confided in men as they go> 
4od so was too foolishly honest ? Ah uo t 
Then what was his lulling? come tell it, and ban 

ye.— 
He was, could he help it ? a special attorney. 
Here Reynolds} is kid, and to tell you mj 

mind, 
He has not left a wiser or better behind ; 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand; 
His manners were geutle, complying, and bland 
Still bom to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, bis manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering; 
When they judg'd without skill, he was still ban 

of hearing : 

+Vid«p»ge71. t 66 ttbid. 



When they talk'd of their Raphaels, tforregios, 

and stuff, 
He shifted his trumpet*, and only took snuff. 

♦Sir Joshua Reynolds was so remarkably deaf as to 
te under tbe necessity 0f using an par-trumpet Jn 
ftrapajiy, 

i 



POSTSCRIPT. 

After the fourth edition of this poem was printed, 
fibe publisher received the following epitaph on Mr. 
Whitefoord*,from a friend of the late I>. Goldsmith}. 

Hebe Whitefoord recKues, aud deny it who 
can, 
Though he merrily liv'd, he is now a grayef 

man: 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun t 
Who relisli'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun ; 
W hose temper was generous, open, sincere ; 
A^st ranger to flattVy, a stranger to fear; 
Who scattered around wit and humor at will ; 
{Those daily bona mots half a column might fill: 
A Scotchman, from pride aud from prejudice 
free $ / 

♦Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humorous Mm 
says, 

fMr. W. was so notorious a punster, that Dr. Gold? 
smith used to say it was impossible to k ep him com* 
pany without being infected with the itch of punning. 

7 
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A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he* 
What i-iiy, alas ! that so lib'ra) a miud 
Should so Ion* be to news paper essajs confined i 
"Who perhaps to the summit of science could 

soar, 
Yet content if *the table he set in a roar ;* 
Whose talents to fill any station were fit, 
Yet happy if Wood fall* confessed him a wit 
Ye ntws-paper witlings ! ye pert scribbling 

folks ! 
Who copied his squibs and reechoed his jokes 
Ye tame imitators, ye servile herd, come, 
Still follow your master, and visit his tomb : 
To deck it, bring with jou festoons of the vine, 
And copious libations bestow on his shrine ; 
Then strew all around it (you can do no less) 
Cross-readings, ship news, and mistakes of th 

press*. 
Merry Whitefoord, farewell ! for thy sake '. 

admit 
That a Scot may have humor, I had almost sai< 

wit: 
Tliis debt to thy memory f cannot refuse, 
'Thou best-humor'd man with the worst humorV 

muse.' 

. *Mr. H. S Woodfall, printer of the Public Adfertisei 
j-Mr Whitefoord has frequently iixiulgtd the towi 
with humorous pieces under those title* in the PuMi 
Adrertiier. 
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Thanks, ray lord, for your venison, for finer of 

fatter 
Never raug'd in a forest, or smok*d in a platter} 
The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 
The fat was so white, and the lean was so ruddy; 
Though ray stomach was sharp, I could scarce 

help regretting 
To spoil such a delicate picture by eating : 
t had thoughts, in my chambers to place it ill 

view, 
To be shown tb my friends as a piece of virtu ; 
As in some Irish houses, where things are so-so, 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show ; 
But, for eating a rasher of what they take pride 

in, 
l*hey'd as soon think of eating the pah it is fri- 

m ed in. 
But hold — let me pause— don't 1 hear you pro* 

nounce, 
This tale of the bacon*s a damnable bounce ? 
Well suppose «t a bounce— sure a poet may try* 
by a bounce now aud then, to get courage t# 
By. 
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But, my lord, it's no bounce : I protest in my 

turn, 
Iff a truth — and y our lordship may aBk Mr, 

Burn*. 
To go op with my tale-~AB 1 gaz*d on the 

haunch ; 
I thought of a friend tit at was trusty and staunch* 
So. I cut it, and seut it to Reynolds undrest. 
To paint it, or eat it, just as he lik*d best. 
Of the neck and the breast I had next to dia» 

pose ; 
'Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Mon- 
roe's ; 
But in parting with these I was puzzled again, 
With the bow, and the who, and the where, and 

the wheu. 
There's H— d, and C— y, and H-~-rth, and 

H-— ff, 
I think they love venison-*- 1 know they lore 

beef. 
There's my countryman Higgios— Oh ! let him 

alone, 
Fpr making a blunder, or picking a bone. 
But hang it — to poets who seldom can eat, 
Your very good mutton's a very good treat f 
Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 
It's (ike sending them ruffles when wanting a 

shirt 
yThile thus I debated, in reverie centred, 

t&ord Clare's nephew* 
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9 acquaintance, a friend as he call'd himself en- 
tered ; 
n under bred, fine spoken fellow was he, 
od he smil'd as he look'd ac the ven'soo and 

me. 
f hat have you got here ? — Why this is good 

eating ! 
our own I suppose — or is it in waiting V 
7hj whose Bhould it be V cried I with a 

flounce : 
get these things often'— ^but that was a bounce; 
ome lords, my acquaintance, that settle the na- 
tion, 
re pleas'd to be kind— -but I hate ostentation. 
'If that be the case then,* cried he, very gay, 
m glad I have taken this house in my way* 
o-morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 
o words — I insist on't— precisely at three : 
VII have Johnson, and Burke, all the wits will 

be there ; 
y acquaintance is slight, or I'd ask my lord 

Clare, 
nd, now that I think ou*t, as I am a sinner, 
e wanted this venison to make out a dinner, 
'bat say you ? a pasty, it shall, aud ii must, 
ad my wife, little Kitty, is famous for crust. ' 
ere, porter— this venisou with me to Mile-end | 
o stirring — I beg— my dear friend— any dear 

friend V 
bus snatching his hat, he brush'd off like the 

wind, 
nd the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 
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Left alooe to reflect, having emptied my shel£ 
And 'nobody with me at sea but myself* :* 
Tiiougb I could not help thiukiug my gentlemtt 

hasty, 
Yet Johnson, and Burke, and a good Yenisei 

pasty, 
Were things that 1 never dislik'd in my life, 
Though clogg'd w ith a coxcomb, and Kitty hit 

wife. 
80 next day, 10 due splendor to make my ap- , 

proacli, 
I drove to his door in my own hackney- coach. 
TV hen come to the place where we all were todiite 
(A chair luiubcr'd closet just twelve feet by 

ninf,) 
My friend bade me welcome, but struck art 

quite dumb, 
With tidings that Johnson and Burke would not 

come; 
'For I knew it .' he cried, both eternally fail, 
'ihe one with his speeches, and t'other with 

Thrale ; 
But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make up the 

party, 
With two Full as Cleveland ten times as hearty* 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, 
^They're both of them merry, and authors like* 

you; 

*See ihe letters that passed between his royal high* 
jiess H*nry duke oi Cumberland* and lady Grosvew 4 
i2mo. 1799. 
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Vie one writes the Snarler, the other the 

Scourge ; 
Some think he writes Giona — be owns to Pan* 

urge.* 
While thus he deserib'd them by trade and by 

name, 
f hey entered, and dinner was serv'd as they 

came. 
At the top a fried liver and bacon were seen j 
At the bottom was tripe, in a swingeing tureen; 
At the sideB there was spinnage and puddinf 

made bet; 
I n the middle a place where the pasty— -was not, 
STow, my lord, as for tripe it's my utter aver* 

sion, 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Per* 

sian, 
Bo there I sat stuck, like a horse in a pound. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round* 
But what vex 9 \ me most, was that d M Scot- 

tish rogue, 
With his long wiuded speeches, his smiles and 

his brogue : 
And, 'Madam/ quoth he, 'msy this bit be my 

poison, 
A prettier dinner I never set eyes on ; 
iPray a slice of your liver* though m?y I be curst 
But I've eat of your tripe till I'm ready to burst/ 
*The tripe/ quoth the Jew, with his chocolate 

cheek, 
f could dine on this tripe seven days in a week t 
llik*il}pe here dinners so pretty and small; 
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But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing i 

all. 9 
♦Oho!' quoth my friend, 'he'll come on in 

trice. 
He's keeping a corner for something that's nice ; 
There's pasty. 1 — • A pasty !' repeated the Jew : 
•I don't care if I keep a corner for't too. 9 
4 What the de'il, mon, a pasty ? re-echoed th 

Scot ; f 

'Though splitting, I'll still keep a corner fo 

that/ 
4 We'll all keep a corner/ the lady cried out; 
•We'll all keep a corner/ was echoed about. 
While thus we resolv'd, and the pasty delay'd, 
With looks that quite petrified, euter'd the-tnak 
A visage so sad, and so pale with affright, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 
But we quickly fopnd out (for who could mistak 

her?) 
That she came with some terrible news from th 

baker : 
And so it fell oiit, for that negligent sloven 
Bad shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 
Sad Philomel thus— but let similes drop — 
And now that J think on't, the story may stop. 
To be plain, my good lord, it's but labor mU 

plac'd, 
To send such good verses to one of your taste ; 
You've got an odd something— a kind of discern 

ing— 
A relish— a taste — sicken'd over by learning ^ 
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At least, it's your temper, as very veil known, 
That you think very slightly of all that's you* 

own: 
80, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiss, 
tou may make a mistake, and think slightly of 

this. 



DOUBLE TUANSFOBMATIQ 

A TALE* 



Secluded from domestic strife, 
Jack Bookworm led a college life % 
A fellowship at tweaty-five, 
Made him the happiest man alive ; 
He drank his glass, and crack'd his jokq? 
Aod freshmen wooder'd as he spoke. 

Such pleasures, unallay'd with care. 
Could aoy accident impair ? 
Could Cupid's shaft at length transfix 
Our swain arriv'd at thirty-six ? 
O bad the archer ne'er come down 
T« ravage in a country town, 
Or Flavia been content to 6top 
At triumphs in a Fleet-street shop 1 
Or had her eyes forgot to blaze, 
Or J a<k had wanted eyes to gaze \ 
O t— ._ But let exclamation cease, 
Her presence banish'd all his peace : 
So, with decorum all things carried, 
JMiss frownM f & blush'd, & then wag^—mari 

Need we expose to vulgar sight 
Tbe raptures of the bridal night ? 



Weed we intrude on hallow'd ground, 
Or draw the curtains clos'4 around ? 
Let it suffice, that each had charms ; 
Be clasp'd a goddess in his arms ; 
Add, though she felt his usage rough, 
Tet in a man 'twas well enough. 

The honey moon like lightning flew : 
The second brought its transports too. 
A third, a fourth, were not amiss, 
The fifth was friendship nrix'd with bliss : 
But, when a twelvemonth pass'd away, 
Jack found his goddess made of clay ; 
Pound half the charms that deck'd her face 
Arose from powder, shreds, or lace ; 
But still the worst remaio'd behind, 
That very face bad robb'd her mind* 

SkilFd id no other arts was she, , 
But dressing, patching, repartee i 
And, just as humor rose or fell, 
By turns a slattern or a belle ; 
Tis true she dress'd with modem grace, 
Half naked at a ball orTace ; 
But when at home, at board or bed, 
Five greasy night- caps wrapp'd her head* 
Could so much beauty condescend 
I*o be a dull domestic friend ? 
Dould any curtain lectures bring 
ro decency so fioe a thing ? 
[q short, by night 'twas fits or fretting; 
By day, 'twas gadding or coquetting. 
Fond to be seen, she kept a bevy 
3f powder'd coxcombs at her levy ; 

8 
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The 'squire and captain took their stations* 
And twenty other oear relations ; 
Jack suck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A sigh in suffocating smoke ; 
While all their hours were past between . 
Insulting repartee or spleen. 

Thus as her faults each day were known 9 
He thinks her features coarser grown : 
Be fancies every vice she shows. 
Or thins her lip, or points Iter nose : 
Whenever rage or envy rise, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes J 
He knows not how, but so it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phiz ; 
And, though her fops are wond'rous civil* 
He thinks her ugly as the deviL 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd noose, 
As each a different way pursues, 
While sullen or loquacious strife 
' Promis'd to hold them on for life, 
That dire disease whose ruthless power 
Withers the beauty's transient flower, 
Lo ! the small pox, whose horrid glare 
Levell'd its terrors at the fair ; 
And, rifling every youthful grace, 
Left but the remnant of a face. 

The glass, grown hateful to her sight, 
Reflected now a perfect fright : 
Each former art she vainly tries 
To bring back lustre to her eyes. 
In vain she tries her paste and creams, 
To smooth her skin, or hide its seams,* 
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Her country beaux and city cousins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens : 
The squire himself was seen to yield, 
And ev'n the captain quit the field. 

Poor madam now, condemned to hack 
The rest of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted pleasing him alone. 
Jack soon was dazzled to behold 
Her present face surpass the old ; 
With modesty her cheeks are dyd$ 
Humility displaces pride ; 
For tawdry fiuery, is seen 
A person ever neatly clean : 
No more presuming on her sway, 
She learns good nature every day s 
Serenely gay, and strict in duty, 
Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty* 
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THE GIFT. 

TO IRIS, 

t 

IV BOW-8TEEET, COTENT-CAEBtft; 

Say, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 

Dear mercenary beauty, 
What annual ofTring shall I make 

Expressive of my duty ? 

My heart, a victim to thiue eyes, 

Should 1 at ooce deliver, 
Say, would the angry fair-one prize 

The gift, who slights the giver f 

A bill, a Jewell, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give — and let 'em. 

If gems, or gold, impart a joy, 
I'll give (hem — when I get 'em. 

I'll give— -but uot the fullblown rose, 
Or rose-bud more in fashion ; 

Such short-liv'd off'rings but disclose 
A transitory passion : 

I'll give thee something yet unpaid; 

Not less sincere thau civil : 
I'll give thee — ah ! too charming maiili 

I'll give thee— to the devH* 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTE*. 

IN IMITATION OF BEAN 8WIFT. 

logicians liar? but ill defiuM 

Is rational the fciunan mind : 

teason, they say* belongs to man ; 

Jut let them prove it if they can. 

Vise Aristotle and* Smiglesius, 

ly ratiocinations specious, 

lave strove to firove with great precision 

nth definition and division, 

lomo est rations prctditum ; 

►at for my soul I cannot credit 'em, 

md must io spite «f them maintain, 

'hat man and ail his ways are vain ; 

ind that this boasted lord of nature 

3 both a weak and erring creature ; 

'hat instinct is a surer guide, 

'han reason, boasting mortals 9 pride ; 

inrf that brute beasts are far before 'em, 

kits est anma brnterum, 

Whoever knew an honest brute, 

,t law his neighbor prosecute, 

•ring action for assault and battery, 

»r friend beguile with lies and i artery ? 

>'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

o politics disturb the mind ; 

'bey eat tfceir weals, and take their sport* 

a* *** 
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Nor know who's in or out at court. 
They never to the levee go, 
To treat as dearest friend a foe : 
They nevrr importune his grace, 
Nor ever cringe to men in place J 
Nor unde rt .ke a dirty job, 
Nor draw thefluill to write for Bob. 
Fraught with invective they ne'er go, 
To folks at Paternoster-row : * 

No judges, fiddlers, dnucin^-masters, 
No pickpockets, or poetasters, 
Are kuown to honest quadrupeds ; 
No siugle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes uever meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay* 
Of beasts, it is confes*'d, the ape 
C:>m(:8 nearest us in human shape ; 
Like man he imitates each fashion, 
Aiid malice is his ruling passion : 
Bat both iu malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape surpasses* 
Behold him humbly cringing wait, 
Upon the minister of state : 
View him soon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduct of superiors : 
Be promises with equal air, 
And to perform takes equal care. 
He in his turn finds imitators : 
At court the porters, lacqueys, waiters, 
Their masters' manners still contract, 
And footmen, lords, and dukes, can act 
Thus at the court, both great aod small 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 



ON A BEAUTIfrUI* YOUTH STRUCK BU3D BT 

IjIGHTSINO. 

IMITATED raOM THE SPANISH. 

Sure \was by Providence designed, 

Rather in pity than in hate, 
That he should be, like Cupid, blind, . 

To save him from Narcissus' fate. 



A NEW SIMILE,; 

in T^^AWjsraor.jjwiFT- 



Long had I. sought in vain to find 
A iikeuess for the scrjhblini; kind ; 
The modern scribbiiug'fcind, who write 
In wit, and sense, pnd nature's spite : 
'Till reading, L target what day on, 
A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheoo, 
I think I met with something there. 
To suit my purpose to a hair. * 
But let us not proceed too furious, 
First please to turn to god Mercurius ? 
You'll find him pictur'd at full length 
In book the second, page the tenth ; 
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The stress of all my proofs on him I lay. 
And now proceed we to our simile. 

Imprimis, pray observe -his hat, 
Wings upon either aide— mark that. 
Well ! what is it from thence we gather f 
Why, these denote a- brain of feather. 
A brain of feather! very right, 
With wit that's flighty, learning light ; 
Such as to modern bard's decreed. 
A just comparison — proceed. 

In the next place, Ills feet peruse, 
Wings grow again fron; both his shoes ; 
Design'd, 1.0 doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godship through the air ; 
And here my simile unites, 
For, in a modern poet's flights, 
I'm sure it may be justly said, 
Bis feet are useful as his head.. 

Lastly, vouchsafe fbbserveTKfs hand,, 
Filfd with a snake-encircled wand ; 
By classic authors. jfer.mfe^$dii£eus» 
And highly jfamM fqr several uses, 
To wit, most'iironcrrousiy erfdii'd, 
No poppy- water half so good ; 
For, let folks only get a -touch, 
Its soporific virtue's such, 
Though ne'er so much awake before, 
That quickly they bfgin to snore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives men's souls to helL 

Now to apply, begin we then : 
His wand's a modern author's pen ; 
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Vhe serpents round about it twiu'd, 
Denote him of the reptile kind ; 
Denote the rage with which he writes. 
His frdthy slaver, venom'd bites : 
Au equal semblance still to keep, 
Alike too both conduce to sleep. 
This difference only : as the god 
Drove souls te Tartarus with hip .rod. 
With bis goose-quHl the scribbling elf, 
Instead of others, damua himself. 

And here my simile almost tript, 
Tet grant a word by way of postscript. 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failiug : 
Well ! what of that ? out with it— Stealing ; 
In which all modern bards agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he. 
But ev'n this deity's existence 
Shall lend my simile assistance. 
Our modern bards ! why, what a pox 
Ajti Aey bat s«os«Uss stones and block* t" 



STANZAS ON WOMAN. 

When lovely woman stoops to folljr, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm cau soothe ber tnelaucndUjf 
What art cau wash ber guilt away t 

The only art her guilt to cover, 
•To hide her shame from every eye* 
To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bosom — is, to die. 



EPITAPH ON DR. PARNELL. 

This ton.b inscrib'd to gentle Parnell's name. 
May speak out* gratitude, but not his fame. 
What heart but feels bis sweetly moral lay, 
That leads to truth thro 9 pleasure's flowery wa}f 
Celestial themes coufess'd his tuneful aid $ 
Aod heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needless to him the tribute we bestow, 
The transitory breath of fame below : 
More lasting rapture from his works shall rise* 
While converts thank their poet iu tke skies. 



8TAN2SAS 

•ff THE TAKIK» OF <*UKBir. 

Amidst the clamor of exulting joys, 

Which triumph forces from the patriot heart ; 

Brief dares to mingle her soul piercing voice, 
And quells the raptures which from pleasure 
start 

Wolfe, to thee a streaming flood of wo, 

r Sighing we pay, and think e'en conquest dear; 
Quebec in vain shall teach our breasts to glow, 
Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart wrung 
tear. 

|Alive the foe thy dreadful vigor fled, 

kAnd saw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes| 
et they shall kuow thou conquerest, tho' dead; 

1 Since from thy tomb a thousand heroes rise. 






A SONNET. 

Weeping, murmuring, complaining, 
Lost to every gay delight ; 

Mira, too sincere fos»feigning, 
Fears th' approaching bridal night. 

Yet why impair thy bright perfection, 
Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 

Had Jlira follow'dmy direction, 
She long had wanted cause of fear. 

9 
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LETTER. 

I send you a small production of the late* Dr. CtoUfc 
smith, which has never been published, and whicti 
might perhapa hare been totally lost; had I not se- 
cured it. He intended it as a song in the character of 
Miss Hardcaatle, in his admirable comedy of *8hf 
Stoops to Conquer,' but it was left out, as Mrs. Balk- 
ley, who played the part, did not sing. He sung if 
himself* in private companies, very agreeably. Thar 
tune is a pretty Irish air, called 'The humors of Bal> 
afnagairy,* to which he told me he found it very diffi* 
cLlt to adapt words : but be has succeeded very hap- 
pily in these few lines. As I could sing the tune* 
and was fond of them, he was so good as to give ma 
them, about a year ago, just as I was leaving London, 
and bidding him adieu for that season, little appre- 
hending that it was a last farewell. 1 preserve thi* 
little relic, in his own hand-writing, with an affection* 
ate care. 1 am, Sir, 

Tour humble servant, 

JAMBS BOSWELL; 



SONG, 

ttTVEVDBD TO HATE BEES SUflG IN THE COJfl* 

EBY OF 'SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.' 

Ah me ! when shall I marry me ? 
Rovers are plenty, but fail to relieve me* 
He, fond youth, that could carry me, 
Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 

JBui I will rally and combat the ruiner : 
Not a look, not a smile, shall my passion discqver- 
6he that gives all to the false one pursuing her* 
Hakes but a penitent, and loses a lover, 



VBQ.M THE QEATORIO OF THE GABTIYITf, 

SONG. 

The wretch condemn'd with life to parfe 

Still, still on hope relies ; 
^iud er'ry pang \hat rends the heart, 

Bids expectaliou rise* 

Hope, like the glimm'riug taper's ligb^ 

Adorns and cheers the way : 
^.nd still, as darker grows the righ^ 

J3mits a brighter ray. 



AN ELEGY 

•> THB flLOET OF H«B. MX* 

MRS. MART BLAIZE. 

> 

Ooo» people all, with ooe accord, 

Lament for Madam Blaifce, 
Who never wanted a good word— 

From those who spoke her praise. 

The needy seldom puss'd her door, 

And always found her kind ; 
She freely lent to all the poor, — 

Who left a pledge behiud. 

She strove the neighborhood to pleas^ 
W th manners wond*rous winning; * 

And never followed wicked ways,— 
Unless when she was sinning. 

At church, in silks and satins new t 
With hoop of monstrous size ; 

•he never slumberM in her pew,— • 
But when she shut her eyes. 



er love was sought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux and more; 
The king himself has follow'd her,-?* 
Wfcea she has walk'd before* 
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But now her wealth and finery' fled. 

Her hangers-on cut short all : 
The doctors found, when she was dead,-* 

Her last disorder mortal. 

Let us lament, in sorrow dbre, 

For Kent street well may say, 
That had she Hv'd a twelvemonth more,*** 
She had not died to-day. 



SONG. 

O memory, thou fond deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys, recurring ever, 

And turning all the past to pain '! 

• 

Thou, like the world, the opprestwppressing 
Thy smiles increase the wretch's wo ! 

And he who wants each other blessing, 
In thee must ever find a foe. 



A PROLOGUE, 

Written and spoken by 
THE POET LABERIUS, 

* ROMAN KNIGHT, WHOM CSSAR FORCED UPOff' 

THE STAGE. 

Preserved by Macrobius* 

What ! no way left to. shun th' inglorious stage, 
And save from infamy my sinking age ! 
Scarce half-alive, oppressed with many a year, 
"What in the name of dotage drives me here ? 
A time there was, when glogy was my guide, 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my steps aside* 
Unaw'd by power, and unappalfd by fear, 
With honest thrift, I held my honor dear : 
But this vile hour disperses all my store, 
Aud all my hoard of honor is no more \ 
For ah .' too partial to my life's decline, 
Cffi^ar persuades, submission must be mine ; 
Him 1 obey whom heaven itself obeys, 

♦This translation was first printed in one of our au- 
thor's earliest works, *The present state of Learn inpiO; 
f urope.* 12mo. 1759. 
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eless of pleasing, yet inclin'd to please* 
b then at once I welcome every shame, 
cancel at threescore a life of fame ; • 
nqre my titles shall my children tell, 
i old buffoon' will fit my name as well ; 
> day beyond its term my fate extends, 
life is ended when our honor ends. 



PROLOGUE TO ZOBEIDE, 

A TRAGEDY. 

% 

hese bold times, when Learning's sons explore 
' distant climates, and the savage shore ; 
en wise astronomers to India steer, 
I quit for Venus many a brighter here ; 
ile botanists, all cold to smiles and dimpling, 
sake the fair, qnd patiently— go simpUug • 
bard into the general spirit enters* 
I fits his little frigate for adventures, 
h Scythian stores and trinkets deeply laden, 
this way steers his course, in hopes of trading; 
, ere he lands, has ordered me before, 
make an observation on the shore* 
ere are we driven? our reckoning sure is loajjL 
3 seems a rocky and a dangerous coajft, 
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Lord, what a sultry climate am I under I 
Yon ill-foreboding cloud seems biff with tbudde 

[Upper gotten 
There mangroves spread, and larger than I'v 

seeu 'em — [Pi 

Here trees of stately size, and billing turtles i 

'em — [Balconit 

Here ill-conditioned oranges abound— [Stag 
And apples, bitter apples, strew the ground i 

[Tasting theti 
The inhabitants are cannibals, 1 fear : 
I heard a hissing — there are serpents here S 
O, there the people are — best keep my distance 
Our captain (gentle natives) craves assistance ; 
Our ship's well stor'd— »in youder creek we't 

laid her, 
His honor is no mercenary trader. 
This is his first adventure, lend him aid : 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 
His goods, he hopes, are prime, and bro't from fa 
Equally fit for gallantry and war. 
What, no reply to promises so ample ? 
*— I'd best step back, and order up a sample* 



SHftOGttft $ 

Spoken by 
MR. LEE LEWES, 

V 

{& THE CHARACTER. OF HARLEQUIN, AT SIS 

BENEFIT. 

fioLD ! prompter, bold 1 a word before your non- 
sense ; 
I'd speak a word or two, to ease my conscience. 
My pride forbids it ever should be said, 
My heels eelipsM the honors of my h.ad 
That I found humor in a piebald vest, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jest 

[Takes off his made* 
Whence and what art thou, risionary birth ? 
Nature disowns, and reason scorns, thy mirth 9 
In thy black aspeet every passion sleeps, 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
R^w hast thou fill'd the scene with all thy brood, 
Of fools pursuing, and of fools pursu'd ! 
Whose ins and outs no ray of sense discloses ; 
Whose only plot it is to break our noses ; 
Whilst from below the trap-door demons rise, 
And from above the dangling deities. 
And shall I mix in this unhallow'd crew ? 
May rosio'd lightning blast me, if 1 do ! 
N.a — I will act, I'll vindicate the stage * 
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Shakspeare himself shall feel my tragic rage* 
Off, off, vile trappings ! a new passion reigns I 
The madd'uiug monarch revels in my veins. 
Oh I for a Richard's voice to catch the theme : 
'Give me another hor$e! bind up my wounds f— r 

soft — 'twas but a dream. 
Aye, 'twas tbut a dream, for now there's no rt* 

treating : 
If I cease Harlequin, I cease from eating. 
'Twas thus that iEsop's stag, a creature blame* 

less, 
Yet something vain, like one that shall be name* 

less, 
Once on the margin of a fouptain stood, 
And cavillVt at his image iu the flood. i 

f The deuce confound,' he cries, 'these drum sticsf 

shanks, 
T hej neither have my gratitude nor thanks : 
They're perfectly disgraceful! strike me deadf 
But for a head, — yes, yes, I have ahead. 
Hovy piercing is that eye ! How sleek that brow f 
My horns I 1'ni told horns are the fashion now.* 
V* tills* hus he spoke, astooish'd to his view, 
Is ear, and more pear, the hounds and huntsmen 

drew. 
Hoicks 1 hark forward \ came thundering from, 

behind ; 
Be bounds aloft, outstrips the fleeting wind : 
He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 
He starts, he pants, he takes the circling maze* 
At length his siny head, so priz'd before, 
Js taught h|s former folly to deplore j 



(Whilst his strong limb* conspire to set him free, 
f|Lad at one bound he saves himself. like me. 

[Taking a jump through the stage-door. 



EPILOGUE* 

TO THE 

COMEDY OP THE SISTERS. 

RThat ! five long acts— -arid alt to make us wiser! 
Dur authoress sure has "wanted an adviser. 
Bad she consulted me, she should have made 
Her moral play a speaking masquerade ; 
Warm'd up each bustling sceue, and in her rage 
Have emptied all the green-room on the stage. 
My life on't, this had kept her play from sinking^ 
Have pleas'd our eyes* and sav'd ibe paiu of 

thinking. 
Well, siuce she thus has shown her want of skill, 
What if I give a masquerade ?— 1 will. 
But how ? ay, there's the rub ! [pausing] — I've 

got my cue : 
The world's a masquerade ; the masquers, you, 

you, you. [To Boxes , Pit* and Gallery. 

Lud ! what a group the motley scene discloses t 
False wits, false wives, false virgins, and false 

spouses ! 
Statesmen with bridles on; and, close beside 'ero* 
Patriots in party-colored suits that ride 'eou 
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There Hebcs, turn'd of fifty, try once more 
To raise a flame io Cupids of threescore. 
These in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deserting fifty, fasten on fifteen. 
Miss, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down her sampler, and takes up the w* 

man ; 
The little urchin smiles, and spreads her lure, 
And tries to kill, ere she's got power to cure. 
Thus 'tis with all — their chief and constant care 
Is, to seem every thing but what th^y are. 
Yon broad, bold, angry spark, I fix rey eye on, 
"Whc seems t'have robbM his vizor from the Hon; 
Who frowus, and talks, and swears, with round ' 

parade, 
Looking, as who should say, Dam*me ! who'll 

afraid ? [Mimicking. ! 

Strip but this vizor off, and sure I am 
You'll find his lionship a very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate, , 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, bestrides the state ; 
Yet, when he deigns his real shape t'assume, 
He turns old woman, and bestrides a broom. 
Yon patriot too, who presses on your sight, 
And seems, to every gazer, ail in white, 
If with a bribe his candor you attack, 
Be bows, turns round, and, whip — the man's iu 

black ! 
Yon critic too— but whither do I run ? 
If I proceed, our bard will be undone. 
Well, then, a truce, since she requests it too : 
Qo you spare her, aud I'll for once spare you. 

v ■ ' 
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